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I
At the intersection of 700 west and 200 north, turn
left, but don't hit the cows. The neighbors three houses
down always let their livestock run free, but just honk at
them a few times. Wait, slow down. See the brick house
on the left? Turn into the long drive. We just resurfaced it
last year, so the big potholes at the entrance are gone.
Directly in front of you is the old house. I know it's hard to
believe, but that two car garage once was home. You're
lucky that you have such a wonderful day to be up here.
Deep blue sky, the smell of freshly mown grass in the air,
and the tiny little crystal drops of dew still suspended on
every blade of grass you see.
While you're here, I want to show you something.
Go past the garage, and head to the southeast corner of the
property. This is the orchard. I know there are only seven
trees now, but never mind. It's the tree in the corner that's
the important one. I'm sure you can tell its purpose by
now. That V formed by the branches is the most perfect
place to sit. Off to your left is a low-hanging branch. It
should have some pretty good apples on it. Don't worry
about washing it off; Grandpa never used insecticides. This
~~eeu~ed to be home base many years ago. If you were
uChmgthe tree, then no one could throw apples at you,
but as SOonas you left its protective haven, it was no man's
land. You'd be surprised at how long the run back to the
house really is. Sometimes when we'd come visit, there
would be nights that I just couldn't sleep. I'd sneak out of
the house, which wasn't hard to do, and go for walks
through the orchard. Somehow I always ended up at this
tree, sitting in the V, staring at the harvest moon, and
watching the red-eye flights on their way to the Chicago
airport. It was the most peaceful thing in the world
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to sit in this tree. You can't imagine the way I felt, listening
to the crickets sing their evening ritual, feeling the humid
breeze blow through the orchard, and trying to preserve
every last detail of the night in my mind to turn to for
solace in the midst of winter.
If you have a few extra minutes, I really would like
to show you just one more thing. Something else very
. special to me: a childhood retreat. Please, come this way. I
hope you have on good walking shoes because the terrain
gets pretty rough. This area used to be part of the property,
but it was sold a few years ago to the neighbors who now
grow soy beans on it. I think there are about 4 acres
altogether back here, and the creek of course. I absolutley
love the way that the willow tree hangs over the creek. You
can use the wooden brige to your right, but watch your
footing. We never did much at the creek because the
snakes like this area more than we did. Anyway, let's head
toward the back field. The corn is really high, so stick to
the outer edge. You can't see the house from here, but look
for the two giant pine trees that frame the driveway in case
you ever get lost. Okay, stop here.
What I really want to show you is in the woods over
there. You can't see it, but the entrance and the trail is
beside that big oak tree. This was the most beautiful place
to visit in the fall. The trees each had dozens of colors and
shades, and the crunch of leaves underfoot mixed with the
cool fall air was marvelous. The best part of being back
here, though, was the mystery. My best friend and I would
come back here and explore the area. We were never really
sure if this was part of Grandpa's property, but I'm pretty
sure that someone else owned part of it. Whoever the other
owner was had written "No trespassing" on wooden signs
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and nailed them to several trees. There's one on the maple
to your left. Isn't that the most creepy looking thing? I
love the way that red paint drips down the sign like blood.
Anyway, here it is. In my wildest dreams, I never
would have imagined that a lake like this existed back here.
Imagine my surprise when my friend and I found it back
here one day. We couldn't get all the way around it,
because the whole west side is nothing but briars and
thorns. The east side used to have a huge pile of scraps:
things like old tires, doors of refrigerators, rusty box
springs from beds, and discarded bottles and trash. One
time we almost ran back to the house because we thought
that someone had actually been living there. This was not
the kind of area that you would want to be caught in alone.
This was our hideout, our retreat, our "secret ground." We
didn't care if someone else had legal claims to it. We never
bothered anything; we were just nosey and bored. And
speaking of boredom, I'm sorry to have kept you so long.
I'm sure you have other things that you need to move on to.
It's just that this whole thing is really kind of hard, and you
have been more than kind. Be careful on that trail. Some
of the tree roots stick out of the ground pretty far. We
learned quickly that you don't wear sandals back here.
Well, we're almost back to the house. I think you've
gotten everything taken care of inside, but feel free to take
some fresh veggies out of the garden if you'd like. I have
pl~nty at home, or at least enough to last me through the
wmter, I certainly miss them when the snow flies.
Anyway, I guess that's it. Come around to the front. Go
ahead and stick the "For Sale" sign by the pine tree.
Thanks again for your help.
Jennifer Huber
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